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had never had. But George had shown an inclination
from the first, to go his own way? which seemed to Mr.
Smeeth a very poor way. He had no desire to stick to
anything, to serve somebody faithfully, to work himself
steadily up to a good safe position. He simply tried one
thing after another, selling wireless sets, helping some
pal in a garage (he was in a garage now, and it was his
fourth or fifth), and though he always contrived to earn
something and appeared to work hard enough, he was
not, in his father's opinion, getting anywhere. He was
only twenty, of course, and there was time, but Mr.
Smeeth, who knew very well that George would continue
to go his own way without any reference to him, did not
see any possibility of improvement. The point was, that
to George, there was nothing wrong, and his father was
well aware of the fact that he could not make him see
there was anything wrong. That was the trouble with
both his children. There was obviously nothing bad
about either of them; they compared very favourably
with other people's boys and girls; and he would have
been quick to defend them; but nevertheless they were
growing up to be men and women he could not under-
stand, just as if they were foreigners. And it was all very
perplexing and vaguely saddening.

The truth was, of course, that Mr. Smeeth's children
were foreigners, not simply because they belonged to a
younger generation, but because they belonged to a
younger generation that existed in a different world.
Mr. Smeeth was perplexed because he applied to them
standards they did not recognise. They were the pro-
duct of a changing civilisation, creatures of the post-
war world. They had grown up to the sound of the Ford
car rattling down the street, and that Ford car had gone